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Before there was flame, there was space. Not empty space, not a void without meaning, but interior space—distinction within unity. The beginning did not begin with fire; it began with boundary, with containment, with house. Scripture does not open with Aleph, the silent unity of origin. It opens with Bet. House. Within House, something stirred. Before mountains rose from dust, before waters separated from waters, before breath entered clay, there existed a stillness between two presences—two reflections facing one another without division. They were not separate gods, nor divided will, but distinction without fracture. Two Spaces, holding one awareness. Between them, something ignited. A spark. Not the spark of wood and flame, but the spark of becoming—the ignition that would move, expand, multiply, and burn across ages. The spark that would become stars. The spark that would become breath. The spark that would become thought.

The spark does not create itself. It appears within relation. From that first ignition came unfolding. Light separated from darkness. Water gathered. Earth formed. Breath moved through structure. Pattern layered upon pattern. Word became flesh, and flesh carried memory. Memory was written, for all that lives is written—in the veins of trees, in the marrow of bone, in the spiral of DNA, in the breath between inhalation and exhalation. The Book of Life is not merely parchment bound in leather; it is flesh, it is blood, it is seed, it is archive of all that has ever burned. Every hair carries nature. Every nail carries structure. Every drop of blood carries lineage. Every seed carries forest. Every star carries fire. All sparks carry origin.

Yet sparks wander. They move outward, multiplying and forgetting the House from which they emerged. They burn brightly and call themselves masters. They gather power and call themselves kings. They build empires and call themselves eternal. But spark alone is not sovereign. Spark is servant. The Two Spaces remain.

There was once a shepherd in the hills of Jerusalem. He did not seek empire. He did not seek revelation. He counted his sheep and guarded them from wolves. He understood flock and field. He understood voice and obedience. He did not know he was living within pattern. When one sheep wandered from the hundred, he followed it into darkness. He did not know he was descending into House. He did not know that within a cave, beneath clay vessels and ancient scrolls, the memory of creation breathed like a living being. He did not know that the Book waited for voice.

Some revelations come through study. Others come through loss. It is when a spark wanders that the shepherd discovers whether he serves the spark, or whether the spark serves him. This is the story of descent and return, of a Book written not only in ink but in amino bond and blood, of breath that intoxicates the air, of stars that burn and fold inward, of empires that tremble before structure, of a shepherd who learned that he was never merely spark. For between every two letters there is space. Between every two breaths there is stillness. Between every two mirrors there is infinity. And in that space, before the spark, House remains.
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Jacob, Son of Judah
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THE HILLS EAST OF JERUSALEM did not belong to kings. They belonged to wind and stone, to silence and to sheep. At dawn, when the sky was still undecided between indigo and gold, the land exhaled a cool breath that settled into the folds of rock and grass alike. Jacob, son of Judah, stood upon one of those slopes with his staff planted firmly in the earth, watching his flock scatter across the incline like fragments of cloud that had fallen and forgotten the sky.

He had risen before first light, as he always did. Shepherding was not work one scheduled by convenience; it was obedience to rhythm. The sheep moved with hunger and instinct, and he moved with them. His sandals were worn thin at the edges, the leather cracked where dust had hardened into the grain over years of walking these same ridges. His cloak carried the faint scent of wool and sun. His hands were not hands of parchment or ink, but hands that had known rope burn, thorns, and the stubborn weight of animals unwilling to move.

Jerusalem lay behind him in the distance, its stone walls catching the earliest line of sunrise. Even from here, one could feel Rome’s presence within it — disciplined, armored, structured. The Empire did not sleep lightly. It governed through visibility and force. Yet up on the hills, beyond the gates and taxation and command, there existed a quieter sovereignty. The wind answered to no legion. The sheep followed no decree but voice.

Jacob inhaled deeply and surveyed the flock. He did not count with numbers. He counted with awareness. He knew the spacing between bodies, the rhythm of their grazing, the sound of their breath when calm and when unsettled. A shepherd learned to feel absence before he measured it.

The morning light strengthened. Shadows retreated from beneath the shrubs and jagged limestone outcroppings. The sheep drifted in slow arcs across the hillside, their hooves pressing shallow impressions into the dry soil. One lifted its head to look at him, chewing steadily, eyes vacant but trusting. Another nudged against a rock to scratch its flank.

Then something within him tightened.

It was not panic. Not yet. It was interruption.

A gap in motion.

A missing weight in the pattern.

Jacob shifted his stance and moved through the flock, scanning them without appearing hurried. He brushed his palm against their wool as he passed, grounding himself in texture. He listened. One bleated softly. Another responded. But something in the air felt misaligned.

He reached the outer edge of the grazing line and stopped.

There, where the grass thinned and the earth dipped toward broken terrain, he saw it — faint impressions pressed into a patch of softer ground. Hoofprints, angled downward toward the lower rock beds where the hills opened into darker cuts and fissures.

He followed them with his eyes.

Only one set.

Only one.

He exhaled slowly through his nose.

Ninety-nine still grazed behind him.

One had wandered.

He turned and looked back at the flock. They seemed undisturbed. Calm. The slope bathed in strengthening light. He could remain. He could wait. Often a wandering sheep circled back on its own once hunger shifted direction.

But something in him resisted the idea of waiting.

He felt the absence more than he calculated it.

He tightened his grip on the staff and began descending the slope.

The air cooled as he moved lower. Sunlight did not reach these angles as quickly. Shrubs grew thinner, replaced by exposed rock and dust. The hoofprints became clearer in patches of earth between stone. Then they vanished across a stretch of hard limestone before reappearing again closer to a dark opening in the hillside.

Jacob slowed.

The cave mouth was narrow but not shallow. Its interior swallowed light rather than reflecting it. The rock around it bore marks of erosion — time and water having carved into it long before Jacob had ever walked these hills. Shepherds knew such places. They offered shelter during storm or midday heat, but they were not places one entered casually.

He listened.

At first there was nothing but the faint shift of air.

Then, barely audible, a bleat.

Relief flickered across his face, but it was fleeting.

The sound did not echo naturally.

It seemed absorbed.

As though the cave did not return sound to the world.

Jacob stepped closer. A breath of cool air flowed outward from the darkness. Not wind. Something steadier.

He told himself it was the temperature difference between shaded stone and rising sun.

He stepped inside.

The world behind him thinned to a pale strip of daylight framing the entrance. His eyes adjusted slowly to the dim interior. The cave widened beyond its narrow mouth, opening into a chamber deeper than expected. Dust hung unmoving in the air. Clay vessels lay stacked along one wall — old, some cracked, some intact, their surfaces etched faintly with time and neglect. Fragments of brittle parchment rested near them, curled and yellowed with age.

This was not an ordinary shelter.

This had once been inhabited.

The sheep stood near the back of the chamber, alive and unharmed. It turned its head when Jacob approached, its eyes reflecting faint light.

He moved toward it cautiously.

Then he heard it.

A rhythm.

Soft.

Measured.

Inhale.

Exhale.

Jacob froze.

The sheep did not make that sound.

The vessels did not make that sound.

He turned slowly toward the darker corner of the chamber.

There, beneath a scatter of old scroll fragments and partially shielded by an overturned clay jar, lay something thick and bound. At first he thought it was a folded hide. But hides did not rise and fall with breath.

This object did.

Inhale.

Exhale.

It was not violent. Not dramatic. But unmistakable.

The surface of it appeared textured — layered — not smooth like cured leather but irregular, almost fibrous. In the dim light, it seemed faintly veined, as if something beneath its surface moved with each breath.

Jacob’s pulse quickened.

He took one step forward.

The air felt heavier.

The clay vessels seemed to watch.

The scroll fragments stirred faintly though there was no wind.

The sheep shifted behind him but did not flee.

Jacob stood in the center of the chamber, his staff lowered slightly, his body caught between instinct to retreat and something older than instinct — something that had drawn him here from the hillside when he could have remained among the ninety-nine.

He realized then that he had not simply followed a sheep.

He had followed a break in pattern.

And whatever lay before him — breathing beneath ancient scrolls in the dim chamber of stone — had been waiting in that break.

Outside, the hills remained calm.

Ninety-nine sheep grazed beneath strengthening sun.

But inside the cave, within the cool breath of earth and forgotten vessels, Jacob, son of Judah, stood at the threshold of a House far older than the city behind him.

And the rhythm in the darkness continued. Inhale. Exhale.
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The One That Wandered

(When a Spark Leaves the Flock)
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THE ABSENCE DID NOT announce itself with sound. It did not cry out. It did not disturb the earth with panic. It simply existed — like a small tear in woven cloth, subtle yet undeniable to the one who knew the pattern by touch. Jacob stood at the edge of the hillside, the wind brushing past his ears, and felt the interruption before he measured it.

Ninety-nine sheep grazed peacefully beneath the growing sun. They moved in small arcs, lowering and raising their heads in slow repetition, tearing at grass with indifferent rhythm. Their bodies created a living constellation across the slope, a pattern Jacob had come to recognize over years of watchfulness. When one moved too far, the pattern shifted slightly. When two drifted together, a small void opened elsewhere. He did not count them aloud. He read them.

And something was missing.

He moved among them with quiet authority, his staff angled lightly against the earth. Dust clung to the hems of his garment. The smell of wool and crushed herbs mingled in the air. He passed familiar shapes — a ewe with a scar near her ear, another with a slight limp in her back leg, one smaller and quicker than the rest. His fingers brushed their backs as he walked, grounding himself in texture.

But the rhythm did not settle.

It was not fear that rose within him, but tension — the subtle tightening of awareness when a thread in the fabric of order loosens.

He turned his gaze outward and scanned the terrain beyond the grazing line. The land dipped toward broken rock and shallow ridges. Limestone fractured into dark seams where shadow lingered longer than light. That region required attention; sheep, drawn by curiosity or stray scent, often wandered toward its edges.

Jacob exhaled slowly.

He stepped beyond the perimeter of the flock.

The earth there bore fresh impressions. Hoofprints. Small, precise, angled downward toward the lower ground.

Only one set.

He crouched and studied them more closely. The soil still held softness from the night’s coolness, the marks sharp along their edges. The sheep had not been gone long.

He lifted his head and looked back once more at the flock. Ninety-nine remained. Calm. Unaware.

He could call out. His voice carried authority among them. But he did not call. The one that wandered would not respond from this distance. It had followed something else — perhaps scent, perhaps sound, perhaps only the wandering impulse that exists in all creatures.

Or perhaps something had drawn it.

He stood upright and tightened his cloak across his shoulders.

There is a moment in shepherding when one must choose between security and pursuit. Ninety-nine represent stability, continuity, familiarity. One represents interruption. And interruption demands movement.

Jacob began descending.

The slope gave way to rougher ground, the grasses thinning into patches between exposed stone. As he followed the hoofprints, he noticed how they curved rather than scattered. The sheep had not fled in confusion; it had moved with direction.

That unsettled him more than panic would have.

The air cooled as he moved lower. The hillside shielded this region from direct sun. The wind grew faint, replaced by a stillness that seemed to listen.

The prints disappeared briefly across stone, then reappeared in dust near the mouth of a narrow cave carved into the limestone face. It was not large enough to be considered a dwelling. It was not deep enough to be obvious shelter. Yet something about it resisted the ordinary.

Jacob stopped at its entrance.

The darkness within seemed denser than shadow alone.

He listened.

At first, there was nothing.

Then — faintly — the soft bleat of the missing sheep.

Relief flickered through him.

He stepped closer.

Cool air flowed outward from the cave mouth, brushing his face. It was not wind driven by current; it was steady, measured.

Breath.

He paused.

The earth sometimes exhales coldness from stone that has not yet warmed. He knew this. He told himself this.

But still he stood at the threshold longer than necessary.

Behind him, the ninety-nine remained scattered across the hill. Ahead of him lay one.

He stepped inside.

The shift from daylight to dimness slowed his eyes. The cave widened slightly beyond its narrow opening, curving inward in an uneven chamber. Clay vessels lined one wall — old, abandoned, some intact, some fractured. They were not recently placed. Dust layered their surfaces thickly. Scroll fragments lay near them, brittle and curled, their edges eaten by time.

Jacob had never seen such a collection here before.

This place had once been inhabited.

He moved further in.

The sheep stood near the rear of the chamber, unharmed, staring toward him. It did not attempt to flee deeper. It simply watched.

Then Jacob heard it.

Another sound.

Not the sheep.

A slow rhythm.

Inhale.

Exhale.

He froze.

The cave did not echo the sound naturally. It seemed contained, originating not from open air but from something sheltered.

He turned slowly toward the corner partially concealed by an overturned clay jar and scattered scrolls.

There, beneath layers of aged parchment and dust, something thicker lay.

At first it appeared to be bound hide.

But hide does not rise and fall.

This did.

Inhale.

Exhale.

The surface of it seemed fibrous, textured in a way that was neither fully leather nor fully parchment. In the dim light, faint lines ran across it — branching, almost like veins beneath skin.

Jacob’s heartbeat quickened.

He took one cautious step closer.

The sheep behind him shifted uneasily.

The rhythm did not change.

He felt then something stranger than fear — recognition.

As though the cave was not foreign ground but interior space. As though he had stepped not into a hollow in the earth, but into a chamber within something larger.

He knelt slowly.

Dust rose gently around his knees.

His hand hovered inches above the object.

It felt warm.

He had not yet touched it, but he sensed warmth radiating faintly upward.

He hesitated.

Ninety-nine sheep waited above in sunlight.

One had led him here.

One had left the pattern.

And in following the break in order, he had stepped into something older than the hills themselves.

The breathing continued.

Inhale.

Exhale.

Jacob lowered his hand.

And for the first time in his life, the shepherd who knew only wool and stone prepared to touch something that felt as though it might know him in return.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BAFANA MARTIN






d2d_images/image031.png





d2d_images/image012.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image013.png





d2d_images/image022.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





